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People have found Me in all kinds of ways: after some family tragedy, 
before an exam, after some unexpected piece of good news. I have always been 
there for them, patiently waiting. Some have embraced Me, even for a short 
period of time. Some have ignored Me, regardless of the eternal love I had to 
give. In spite of the hopeless feeling of being overlooked for years and years, 
of being disregarded from time to time, of being hungry for a swift caress, I 
have never judged them.  
I know that being human can be tough, from time to time, and that My 
way of communicating with them is not the most direct one. Still, I followed 
them. I had to, it was in My dogged nature. And those who have allowed Me 
to help them and to accompany them have their soul healed. There aren’t 
many like Me, you know. And there aren’t many like Noah, either.  
I chose him after a prayer. One night, many moons ago, he shambled his 
way home after a breakup. His hunched back, his hanging arms, and his low 
throaty voice echoing "Listen to me" made me sense the deluge in his soul. So 
I did. 
After that night I followed him for weeks, scrutinizing his movements, his 
way of speaking, his routine. I believe he noticed Me watching him go to work 
every day at seven, and coming back late at night with a tiredness that was 
almost contagious. I couldn’t stand his suffering. Noah was a righteous man, 
a man whom I had witnessed helping his neighbours on numerous occasions, 
and preaching goodness on Earth that is, if there was any still left. You see, 
even for Me, a wise old pal, it was hard to tell. The city, My world (My former 
Eden), had become a dark one, filled with crime and hate.  
The night Noah finally took Me in, he was sitting at the doorstep of his 
building. I was next to him. Looking at the sky with those sad brown eyes, he 
uttered: 
“Beautiful night, huh?” He took a deep breath. “I haven’t seen one like this 
in a long time.” My heart felt proud and I knew he was mine already. His eyes 
rested on his interlaced fingers. “Hey, wise Man, maybe you can help me out: 
what's happening to our Earth? I see it struggle to stay alive, and many of us 
try to help it out, but still it is violently shaken...day by day: crimes, bushfires, 
hurricanes, animals dying, earthquakes. It’s frustrating. Our Earth is 
suffering and I’m afraid I shall perish-” He stopped abruptly and started 
laughing. I watched him closely. “Oh, God… I'm losing my mind, talking here 
with… It must be my empty stomach.” He tilted his head to the right.  
That was our first encounter. That was the night Noah adopted Me. As I 
said, there aren’t many like Noah left. He was perfect, he was human. After 
years of waiting, after endless moments of frustration, in this time of wrath 
when those of his kind would ignore Me day after day, Noah adopted Me and 
I took him in exchange for the world.  
He showed me his apartment, which would be Mine too. We became 
inseparable. In the beginning, in our beginning, there was the word. Every 
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night he would cross his hands, take a deep breath, look at the ceiling, at me, 
and then tell me what his day had been like. He would insist that I had 
changed his life, that all came to be through Me, that life and light were in 
Me. “Light which shines in the darkness, darkness which has not overcome it 
after all.” 
Noah found grace before My eyes, and I found hope in his. Since that night, 
many years ago now, I have forgiven all those humans who passed Me by, 
who ignored Me, who used Me. For you know how the saying goes, dear 
reader: “to err is human, and to forgive is canine.” 
 
